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Author's Notes: 

Been in a funk for a while now with no interest in writing or doing anything else. Then this came to me 
yesterday and | got it out. It's not good but I'm hoping it helps me get back to doing things and peaks my 
interest again. A little Daxl for you all 

‘lm off, Ax. Don't wait up!" Izzy calls as he heads for the door. 


"| had no intentions of it," Axl calls back from the confines of the bathroom. 


He's running himself a bath with some of the fancy smelling stuff that hotels insist on leaving for their guests 
to soak in. It would be rude not to, he's decided. 


They're in New York and on a night off, having played a show last night and due to play another one tomorrow 
night if they're all still alive. 


Axl is forgoing the planned piss up in favour of a long, hot soak in the tub accompanied by some honeyed tea. 


He'll follow this with room service and hopefully, a decent eight hours of sleep. He slips out of his robe and 
slides into velvety heat, groaning in pleasure as he feels the aches of tour acquired fatigue melting away, 


leaving him feeling boneless and feather light. 


This is exactly what hotels are for, he muses. Some much needed RẸR away from the insanity of touring and 
the ever watching eyes of the media. 


He takes a deep breath and slips his entire body below the water, lying on the bottom of the tub until he gets 
lightheaded from lack of oxygen As his head breaks water, he sighs and settles back, hand reaching for his 
throat soothing tea. He'd really overdone it last night onstage and had spent the day speaking in gruff 
monosyllables, his throat aching badly. 


It was Duff who'd suggested the tea and this is Axl's fourth cup of the day. Its doing the job too. He makes a 
mental note to buy Duff some marshmallows by way of thanks. 


He lounges in the bath until his fingers wrinkle and the water starts getting cold. Getting out, he dries off and 
wraps a towel around his waist. Now for room service! Steak, fries, mushrooms, NO FUCKING ONIONS and a 
pricey Cab Sauv should see him right. He picks up the phone and places his order, flicking on the TV and 
channel hopping until he finds a documentary on humpback whales. 

His food and wine is delivered within half an hour and he tips the pretty waitress handsomely. She thanks him 
profusely and tells him she's working ALL night if he needs ANYTHING else. He doesn't but he gives her a coy 


smile anyway. 


He eats, polishes off the wine and orders another bottle, specifically asking for it to be left at the door where 
he'll pick it up himself. No point in encouraging the poor girl in any way. 


He climbs into bed, pours himself a generous glass of his pricey wine and settles back against a mountain of 


pillows. It's eleven thirty and he's so relaxed he might just melt into a puddle of goo. 

Best night ever, he thinks. 

And then someone knocks on his door. 

He really hopes it's not the waitress back to try her luck. He doesn't move, doesn't make a sound. 
The knock comes again, more insistent this time. 

"Axl? Its me. Are you awake? Can | come in?" 

It's Duff. 


Fuck. 


Axl doesn't have anything against Duff. He's just not in the mood for conversation right now. He stays quiet, 
hoping the kid will just give up and go away. 


"Axl? Please, if you're awake, will you let me in? | don't have anywhere else to go." 
Crap, Duff sounds upset. 


None of them can ignore upset Duff. Its akin to ignoring a lost puppy with a whipped butt and a broken paw. 


It's just plain cruel. 


Reluctantly, Axl leaves his comfy nest, pulls on a pair of boxers and pads across the carpeted floor to open 


the door. 

'Heyl" Duff yells as he bounds in and looks around. He no longer sounds upset. "Having a night in, are ya" 
"Yes," Axl responds, "and you're ruining it so tell me what you want and then fuck off, ok?" 

Duff shrugs forlornly, 

"Can | sleep here?" he asks. 

"Why?" 

"Izzy brought a girl back to my room and | really, REALLY didn't wanna watch ‘em have sex, so | left" 
"Can't you bunk with Slash or Steven?" 

"Im not allowed, Ax. You know that! 

This is true. After the bathroom fire incident in Denver, Slash and Duff are forbidden to share a room. After 
the sprinkler soaked carpet fiasco in Dallas, Steven and Slash are no longer allowed to room together. And, 
after the fire service had to rescue them both from their fifteenth floor balcony in Detroit, Duff is not 
permitted to share with Steven 


Management is also considering not letting them play shows in places starting with ‘D' anymore. 


Since Izzy and Axl have never set fire to a bathroom, sprinkler soaked a carpet or gotten trapped on a 


balcony, they're the only two still allowed room sharing privileges. 
"Tell Izzy he's an inconsiderate fuck and kick him out of your room," Axl suggests. 


"Nah, he's getting his leg over and | support him," is Duff's nonchalant reply. 


Axl throws his hands up in exasperation. 

"Surely there must be someone else you can bunk with?" 

"Roadie Rod offered but | didn't like the way he was looking at me so | said no." 
Roadie Rod is a perverted prick and Axl doesn't blame Duff for saying no to him. 

"All right. You can stay," Axl huffs, "but l'm going straight to sleep so no talking, ok?" 
Duff gives him a huge grin and then mimes zipping his lips. 


Axl rolls his eyes and heads for the bathroom to take a leak When he comes back out, Duff is standing over 
Izzy's bed, staring foolishly at it. 


"Er, | was pouring myself some of your wine and | dropped the bottle. On the bed," he says haltingly. 


The pristine white sheets are now stained a deep crimson red. It looks rather like someone has performed open 


heart surgery on an unsuspecting sleeper. 

"Christ, McKagan! You can't be left alone in a hotel room for two fucking minutes, can you?" Axl thunders. 
"That was a really expensive bottle of wine, you moron! And look at the bed sheets! That stain is never gonna 
come out and it's probably soaked right through to the mattress. Doug is gonna go ballistic when he gets billed 


for a new one! He'll chew you out and probably make you sleep in a kennel for the rest of the tour!" 


‘I'm sorry," Duff says softly. "I'll get you another bottle of wine and I'll soak the sheets in the bath. I'm really 
sorry, Ax. | didn't mean to do it" 


Axl softens at this. 

"I know you didn't. And | don't want more wine. Sorry for yelling, I'm just tired is all." 

Duff nods. 

"Where am | gonna sleep now?" he murmurs, mostly to himself. 

Axl is left with no choice really. 

He makes Duff solemnly promise to not sneeze, cough or fart before saying they can share his bed. 


Delighted, Duff takes off his boots, pants and socks, leaving on his shirt and boxers and then climbs in beside 
Axl. 


"I just need to say my prayers," he says and then proceeds to recite the first verse of The Rolling Stones’ 


‘Tumbling Dice’, ending it with a sincere ‘Amer’. 

Axl gapes at him. 

"Gotta worship someone. Why not the Stones?" Duff expounds. 

"Whatever," Axl mutters before he turns off the bedside lamp. 

Half an hour later, he has learned that Duff does not an ideal bedfellow make. 


True, the kid was asleep in a matter of seconds and fair play, he has not sneezed, coughed or farted. No. As 
he is in daily life, so he is in sleep. 


Constantly fucking moving. 


One second on his back, another on his front, two more on his left side and then three hanging his upper body 
off the side of the bed with his feet digging into the back of Axl's thighs. 


Hauling him back onto the mattress, Axl puts him on his back with his arms at his sides. Five seconds later, 


he's buried his nose in Axl's neck. 

Fuming, Axl pinches him awake. 

"Stay still or I'll break your nose," he threatens. 

A startled Duff apologises and then falls right back to sleep. 

One long hour later, Axl is homicidal. 

How can someone move about so much in their sleep and not wake themselves up? 


An arm is thrown across his chest. He shoves it off. It comes back. This time he grabs and holds it. It stops 
moving. Next, a knee bumps his thigh. He grabs and holds again. It stops moving. 


He's getting the hang of this now! Grab and hold down all four of Duff's limbs and his problem will be solved 


Turning around, he rearranges Duff so that he's lying on his right side and then proceeds to tug and tuck his 


arms and legs into pinned positions beneath his own limbs, effectively stopping all movement. 


Except he hadn't really thought it through properly. 


He now finds himself lying nose to nose with his unconcious friend and unwilling to move in case it sparks off 


another round of sleep gymnastics. 

Fuck it anyway! 

He's killing Duff tomorrow and burying him in Central Park 

Hardly daring to breathe, he lets his eyes slide closed and starts to doze off. This is when Duff burrows 
closer and murmurs something unintelligible. Axl cracks an eye open, ascertains that he's still sleeping and 


closes it again. 


Then, to his complete surprise, a pair of lips press against his own in a soft, gentle kiss. His eyes fly open and 
he stares in shock at his apparently still sleeping bedmate. 


The kiss has now become a little firmer and more sure of itself and Axl is downright horrified to find himself 


actually responding fo it. Sweet merciful balls, HE'S KISSING DUFF! 

"STOP IT! STOP IT NOW!" his rational self commands. 

"| DON'T WANT TO," is his irrational self's retort. 

He pulls away. Duff and his lips follow and reattach themselves. 

"He can't be asleep. He's fucking with me!" Axl thinks. 

He pulls away again but it appears that a sleeping Duff has more determination than his awake counterpart. 
The kiss continues and Axl suddenly decides to throw caution to the wind and go for it. Duff will hardly 


remember anyway. 


He deepens the kiss and brings a hand up to touch Duff's face. A slight stubble tickles his fingertips and his 


touch turns to soft strokes. Duff ‘mmmms' quietly in response. 

Shifting closer, Axl slides his hand into bleached hair and twines his fingers in the strands. Duff ‘mmmms' again 
and presses himself against Axl who's beginning to question if his actions are bordering on assault and then 
this flies right out the window when Duff opens his eyes, smiles dopily and whispers, "You kiss good, Ax." 

Axl shoots upright. 


"You fucker!" he snarls, "I knew you were messing with mel" 


"Shut up and lie back down before you have a stroke, man. | wasn't messing with you. | was awake the whole 


time." 


Axl's jaw drops. 
"You were?" he asks incredulously. 
Duff chuckles. 


"The things | have to do to get a kiss out of youl When have you ever known me to waste a bottle of wine like 


that?!" 
"You mean you planned this whole thing?" 


"Not the getting kicked out of my room by horndog Izzy part but the rest just fell into place when | convinced 
you to let me stay here." 


Axl is both dumbfounded and embarrassed. 


And then Duff leans up on one elbow, puts a hand on the back of Axl's head and gently pulls him down to meet 
his lips again. 


Axl forgets about being dumbfounded and embarrassed almost immediately as he gets back into it. Duff is 
very good at this kissing thing, he decides. 


The night passes far too quickly, both of them falling asleep some time around five. 
They wake to a loud shriek of, "WHO THE FUCK BLED TO DEATH IN MY BED?" from Izzy. 


Axl laughs til he cries. 


